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'TWAS my Beloved spake, I know his charming voice, I heard him say, Rise up my Love, my fairest one awake,
Awake and come away.
The winter all is past
And stormy winds that with such rudeness blew; The heavens are no longer overcast.
But try to look like you.
The flowers their sweets display, The birds in short preludiums tune their throat, The turtle in low murmurs does essay
Her melancholy note.
The fruitful vineyards make An odorous smell, the fig looks fresh and gay, Arise my Love, my fairest one awake,
Awake and come away.
1The Song of Solomon, with its mixture of erotic and religious imagery, had a great fascination for seventeentJi-centory poets. See a poem by Quarles, under "Devotional Verse**.
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'TWAS my Beloved spake,
I know his charming voice, I heard him say,
Rise up my Love, my fairest one awake,

Awake and come away.

The winter all is past

And stormy winds that with such rudeness blew;
The heavens are no longer overcast.

But try to look like you.

The flowers their sweets display,
The birds in short preludiums tune their throat,
The turtle in low murmurs does essay

Her melancholy note.

The fruitful vineyards make
An odorous smell, the fig looks fresh and gay,
Arise my Love, my fairest one awake,

Awake and come away.

1The Song of Solomon, with its mixture of erotic and religious
imagery, had a great fascination for seventeentJi-centory poets. See a
poem by Quarles, under "Devotional Verse**.
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